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For, barring all the gates of sin,
Death's open ways to enter in,

She was with a strict siege beset,

So what by force he could not get,

By time to win,                                             10

This mighty warrior was deceived yet,
For what he mutine in her powers thought

Was but their zeal,
And what by their excess might have been wrought

Her fasts did heal.                                         15

Till that her noble soul, by these as wings
Transcending the low pitch of earthly things,
As b'ing reliev'd by God and set at large,
And grown by this worthy a higher charge,
Triumphing over Death, to Heaven fled,                  20

And did not die, but left her body dead.

July 1609.

EPITAPHIUM   GULIELMI   HERBERT   DE   SWANSEA,
QUE SINE PROLE OBIIT AUGUST. 1609

GREAT spirit, that in new ambition

Stoop'd not below his merit,
But with his proper worth being carri'd on,
Stoop'd at no second place, till $ow in one

He doth all place inherit:                                   5

Live endless here in such brave memory

The best tongue cannot spot it,
While they which knew, or but have heard of thee,
Must never hope thy like again can be,

Since thou hast not begot it.                             10

IN A GLASS WINDOW, FOR INCONSTANCY

LOVE, of this clearest, frailest glass
Divide the properties, so as
In the division may appear
Clearness for me, frailty for her.